684         THE    DON    FLOWS     HOME
The old woman turned pale. In her mind a letter was.
inevitably associated with some new misfortune. But when
Prokhor read Gregor's brief letter, a good half of it consisting
of greetings to his dear ones, and only at the end indicating
that he would try to get home on leave in the autumn, for
a long time Ilinichna could not speak for joy. Little tears
as tiny as beads rolled over her brown face, over the deep
furrows in her cheeks. Hanging her head, she wiped them
away with the sleeve of her bodice, with her rough hand.
But they went on rolling down her face and, dropping one
by one on to her apron, speckled it as though they were a
warm and heavy rain. Prokhor not merely had no pleasure
in women's tears, he could not endure them. So, frowning
with annoyance, he said:
" You've worked yourself up into a fine state, granny!
What a lot of moisture the likes of you women have got!
You ought to be glad, and not start crying. Well, I'm off.,.
Good-bye 1 I don't get much joy out of watching you/'
Ilinichna stopped weeping and halted him:
" For such good news, my dear. . . . How could I let
myself go like that ? Wait a bit, and I'll treat you. . .." she
muttered incoherently, taking out a bottle she had kept
for many a day in the chest.
Prokhor sat down and stroked his moustache.
" Will you have a drink with me as you're so happy ? "
he asked. Though he at once thought anxiously:  " Well,
now the devil's got hold of my tongue again ! She'll go and
have her share, and there's only enough vodka in the bottle
for a smell...."
But Ilinichna refused. She carefully folded up the letter"
and laid it on the icon-shelf; but, evidently thinking better
of it, she picked it up again, held it in her hands for a moment,
then thrust it into her bosom and pressed it firmly against
her heart.
When Dunia returned from the fields she read the letter
again and again, and at last smiled and sighed :
" Oh, if only he'd come soon ! You're no longer your old
self, mother!"
Ilinichna jealously took the letter from her, concealed it
again at her breast and, smiling, looking at her daughter
with beaming, half closed eyes, said:
" Not even the dogs bark about me, I'm so useless these